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ADVERTISEMENT. 






This Piece was written before the age of sixteen, to en- 
liven the tedium of the aiilhor's (hen profeBsion, the Law ; 
and has in public and private — in. town and country — attained 
B, popularity, not even the sanguine hopes of boyhood had 

iticipated. In the present Eclition, the songs have been 
[apted to popular airs, some difficulty having occurred to 

inagers in procuring the original music ; and the whole 
ised, to render it more worthy the patronage of 
the Public. Like most initial and juvenile productions, this 
Farce will furnish the dramatic reader with many reminis- 
cences of better pieces. Youth is the seaaoii of imitation, 
and man, as Aristotle has before remarked, is an imita- 
tive animal. To the gratification arising from those recollec- 
tions, the popularity of this piece luay, perhaps mainly be 
ascribed. 



The characters of Tommy and his Father, were sketched 

1 the life : the translating barber and his classical son, 

»lly lived on Mutton Hill, and were first pointed out to me 

I'by my friend Mr. George Smithy who was occasionally taken 

nose, both by father and son. I regret I could not 

this congenial pair as amusing in public as 1 found 

a private ; not but they have excited Iheir share of 
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ACT I. 

SCENE I. 

The common Room of a Country Inn. — Door 
in the Centre^ leading to the Ftllage. — Doors 
on each Side leading to inner Apartments. — 
Timothy^ Ramble, and Gahhlewig enter as the 
Curtain rises to the Symphony of the follow- 
ing Quart etto. — Timothy from Door in the 
Centre, Ramble and Gahhlewig from side 
Doors : they ring the Bells very violently. 

aUARTETTO. 

Timothy, Ramble, Gabblewig, and Waiter. 

Air " Je 9ui8 un petit Tambour ;" or, " Where the 

Southern Breezes play^ 

Tim. Landlord ! Waiter ! Boots ! oddsfish 
You Job himself would vex ; 
• I've rung your bells until I wish 

Their ropes were round your necks . 
Ram. The dead might hear this din ; 
What are you all about ? 
Zounds ! how can this be call'd an inn 
When every soul is out ? 
fVait' Coming ! 

Omnes. Come, or hear your doom,— 

'Tis fit that you should know, 
That if you don't. Sir, quickly come. 
That we shall quickly go. 

Tim. Why, zounds ! will no one move ? 
I'faith 'tis mighty well ! 
So deaf unto your bells you prove, 

One would think they rung your knftlU 



N 



6 ALL AT COVENTRY. 

Ram. Cookey ! Ostler ! Landlord ! Waiter ! 
I have not yet broke my fest. 
Keep me but a moment later 
And that moment is your last. 
Wait. Coming! 

Omnes. Come, or hear your doom, — 

'Tis fit that you should know. 
That if you do not quickly come, 
That we shall quickly go. 

Enter Waiter. 

JVait. Very sorry, your honours, to keep you 
waitino-, but master, mistress, the maid, and I, 
have all been obliged to hsten to Squire Bramble's 
speech on the sinking fiind. 

Tim, Sinking fund ! Egad, your funds will soon 
sink if you treat your customers in this manner. 
But come, you dog, now you are here, get me a 
glass of brandy and water, and put in it — 

Kam, (not sedny Tim.^ A mutton chop, 
waiter. 

Tim. Eh ! a mutton chop in my brandy and 
water ? 

Ram. Or a rump steak and oyster sauce. 

Tim. Very odd, but no matter, put in it — 

Gab. Any thing hot in the house 1 eh, young 
man ? 

Tim. Some ginger, waiter ; and let the water 
be boiling. 

ff^ait. Yes, your honour. Here, codkey — A 
beef-steak and ginger in No. 1. — Brandy and 
water and oyster sauce for the third box ; and 
something hot for the gentleman in the wig here. 

Gab. Gentleman in the wig ! What ddes he 
mean by that"? I've a great mind to trim his wig 
for him. What if I have been a barber — does 
that signify "? Never was so treated since I 
resigned the tongs ! Egad I must leave this 
saucy inn I see ; yes, I will, I'll go and find out 
Tommy — pay my bill, and off to Miss Dora di- 
rectly. Here Tommy ! Tommy ! {calling) [Exit. 
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Ram. Come, waiter, look sharp, you dog, tor 

J can assure you Fm sharp set. [Eait AVaittir. 

Tim. {turning round.) Wliy surely I luiow 

that voice ! Cau it be — yes, it must be — Pray, 

Sir, are you, (recognixJng him. ) — Kanible 1 

|.. Ram. Timothy ! Why what the devil brouglit 

mffiu to Coventry 1 

K Tim. A damn'd slow diligence — a Yorkshire 
'waggon, half the way, and my legs, as I feel to 
my cost, the other half, lint what brings you to 
Coventry 1 surely you hav'n't beeu sent here, ehf 
Ram. No! oh, no! "A truant disjiositiou, 
good naylord-" But tell mo what the plague made 
you leave yotir master, old Rcdtail ! 

Tim. Season your admiration with patience, 

and you sliall liear. You know the old scoundrel 1 

Ram. I do — as err'ant a fiend as ever hunted a 

Gr undone devil to despair with a couple of 
ifis; why he's a shai"per practitioner than old 
Bailey, Bouverie-street, Hanson ; and that you'll 
say is impossible. 

Tim. You will not be uurpritied then tliat I've 
long wish'd to leave his sei'vice, thougli preveuted 
by poverty. The old dog has lately been worse 
than ever ; no old maid's footman was ever niorc 
nagged and fagged — Oh, the luxury of sci-ibbliug 
twelve houre a day in the infernal den he called 
his office! let me not think on't. The plain fact 
is, tliat hap^iening to stay five minutes after my 
dinner half-hour yesterday, he abused me so much, 
I began to cane his coat, and forgot in my rage 
tliat he was ill it. 

Ram. Well! and what then 1 

Tirn. Why, then, contrary to modem tactics — 
having gained a victory over my enemy, I showed 
him a tair pair of heels — ran away — and here I 
am, with my wardrobe in my waistcoat pocket — 
a light heart in my bosona — a \\U.Vt ^w-w "vft. «\-^ 
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purse — a great deal of brass iu my person — a pre- 
possessing physiognomy — ^an insinuating address — 
my master oehind me — and all the world before me! 
and if any body wants a companion to take the 
moon by the horns — run to the Antipodes and back 
again — set out in search of the longitude — so to 
the bottom of the Red Sea in a diving bell— or 
knock down the great wall of China — Egad, I'm 
their man ! 

Ram. The same thoughtless, rattling, merry 
fellow I ever knew you ; but, seriously now, what 
do you intend to do '? 

Tim. Do ! why I'll make a capital start — go to 
the metropolis — ^to London, my boy. 

/2am, And what the devil do you mean to en- 
act there ^ 

Tim. Enact! why first I'll turn player. 

Ram. Turn player ! 

Tim. Yes : — don't you think I shall succeed 1 
hav'n't I always got three rounds of applause 
whenever I spouted at the Mouth-and-Teapot 
club'? and then don't you recoUect my success in 
Old Joskins' s bam, jvhen I played the part of the 
gallant gay Lothario with such fire that I melted 
even the very candles ! Zounds ! man, hav'n't I 
a good figure, a loud voice, and action enough for 
a harlequm ? {Cuts a caper. ^ 

Ram. Yes, but you won't do for tragedy, take 
my word for't ; you'll find your tragic powers as 
weak as — 

Enter WArraai. 

Wait. The brandy and water, gentlemen. 

Ram. Faith! I hope that's stronger, or we 
shall be in a poor way. But come, waiter, are the 
steaks ready 1: 

TFait. They'll be ready directly, gentlemen. 

lEatit. 

Tim. I tell you, my dear Ramble, you're en- 
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Itly mistakeu with regaicl to my tragic powers, 
ou may smile, but I've no doubt of proving both 
Young and Kean, in the profession ; an't I tip in 
all the principal parts, from the King down to the 
Cock in Hamlet'? — *' And now our cousin Hamlet 
and our son." — " Cock-a-doodle duo." Yes, I'll 
brave the trial of a London audience ; they are 
always ready to receive and succour modest merit: 
and I've no doubt, with my powers, of being 
applauded as a devilish good performer. 

Bam. Ha! ha! ha! all this is mighty line; but 
I really dont think you'll ever reach the metro- 
polis. 

Tim. Come — I'll lay you a crown on that. 
^^B Ram. Done. 
^^B Yim Done. 



Enter Waiter. 



ff^ait. The steaks are ready, gentlemen. 
Ram. Then I beg leave to hold tliem. You'll 
at a bit with me. Tim 1 

Tim. With all my heart. What rooms have 
you disengaged, waiter'? 

Wait. Why, Sir, there's tlie Moon : but I 
foi^ot there's a man in that. 

Tim. Eh! A man in tlie Moon ! Ob, then 
we'll not go thei'e. What others are there '? 

IVait. There's the Waterloo Subscription, Sir; 
that's full : but there's the Pope's Head ; that's 
empty. 

7Vm. So, it appeal's, is your's ; or where's 
youi* brains, you blockhead, that you don't show 
lis into it '\ Are you afraid of committing a bull, 
you dog 1 Don't you know that the Pope's head 
is full of them'? 

ff^ait. This way, gentlemen. 

Ram. Come along, Tim. 
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Tim. Aye, aye, FlI be with you and the st^ks 
befijre you can cry ketchup. 

[^Exeunt Ramble aifid Waitef. 
Yes, yes, I'll go to London, I'm detennined — 
there FU not only act plays, but i'faith I'll write 
them : and to ensure the people's reading them, 
'gad, ril set up a circulating library, and send 
them all over the town. Author actor and librarian 
— charming combination! Yes, I'll do it, I'm re- 
solved. 

SONG. 

Am — Country Club, 

Yes yes, I'll off to London, 
Where folks are made and iindoire ; 

There plays for play-houses I'll write, 
In dramas, operas, farce, 
I'll e'en Shakspeare self surpass ; 

Yes, at once I will act and indite : 
For the fair I'll write Romances, 
My best reward their glances ; 

I'll with horrors their souls tiddivate : 
And to insure they'll read them. 
With a library I'll bleed them. 

And small-talk with my books circulate. 

{Speaks.^ " Good morning, Mr. Libr'y-man 
— pray, take back these books; I shouldn't be 
able to get through ' Patience and Perseverance' 
for a twelve-month, and the ' Woman of Ten 
Thousand' has put me quite in a rage." " Then 
I'd recommend you, madam, * DiscipUne,' or 'Setf^ 
control.' " '' No, let me have something new^ 
something uncommon." *' Yes, ira'am;. there's 
^ Disinterested Love, or Marriage wrthont Repent-"- 
aAce ;' that's quite new and uncommon." — 
*'Pray, Mr. Bookman, what's fashionable nowl" 
" ^ Crim. (7(m.' myLady." ''Well, letmehave 
that, and send the ' Divorce' to my Lord. Here, 
John, take these books out directly : leave 
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'Travels in Greece' at the tallowchandler's ; 'Killifig 
no Murder,' at the butcher's; the * Velvet Cushion' 
with old Doctor Barebones, he wants it very bad ; 
GalFs * Craniology ' at Mr. Head's, the hatter ; and 

* Scenes in High Life' at the sponging-house Go 
to the Three Balls, and take out the 'Art of Shoot- 
ing ;' and call at the Nursery for ' Childe Harold.' " 
— '' How do you find yourself this morning, Miss 
Gobblegoose'?" '' But very poorly; my nerves 
are so extremely weak : let me have something 
very dreadful, something with ghosts in it. 
Yes, miss, I think, as you are partial to spirits, 
you'd better take the 'Lake of Geneva' — wish your 
nerves better : Drive on, John, "for — 

I'U off at once to London, 
W^here nothings is left undone ; 
There with books I'll small talk circulate 

In Faulconbridge, Othello, — 
Oh, ye gods, how I will bellow ! 

In the Stranger I'll be quite at home ; 
In Falstaff, I'll look big. 
In the Grave digger I'll dig. 

And most sensibly rant in Mad Tom ; 
I'll play Rislf, John Lump, Bob Handy, 
In Sneak be quite the dandy 

And say if that part an't a tittler ; 
I'll play Archer, Touchstone, Rover, 
A complete Scrub prove all over. 

But shall shine most in Jeremy Diddler. 

{Speaks in different voices. ) * ' Cousin of 
Buckingham, thou sage, grave man, — *' You 
hav'n't such a thing as ten pence halfpenny about 
youl" — ** For Othello's occupation's gone." — 

* * Who steals my purse stelsa trash ; 'tis mine, 'tis 
his." — ** 'Tis an unweeded garden that grows to 
seed." — '* Come, gentle love, let's in, and then 
for amorous sports !" — " Sports, damme push on, 
keep moving!" — '* Away, poor Tom's a cold! 
Pillicock sat upon PillicocK hill ! Halloo I ^v^k\$il^^ 
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—the foul fiend haunts me/'—-** Off with liis head!" 
— '* Oh ! Lord, Sir, spare all I have, and take my 
life." — *' Life's a walkW shadow — a poor player. ' 
— ** Whose benefit is fixed for the twentieth of 
June instant, when will be presented the tragedy 
of Richard the Third."— *^ My Lord, the Mayor 
and Citizens attend — The Mayor." — " A horse ! 
a horse ! — my kingdom for a horse !" for 

V\\ off at once to London^ s 

Where nothing is left undone ; 

Then all parts of the play PU enact. 

I'll in Oronooko smoke 'em, 
In Whimsiculo FU joke 'em, 

In Sir Giles Over-reach 'em each night, 
Ih King Lear FU rant and rave, 
Look so black in Morton s Slave ; 

Fll the whole House with terror turn white. 
Then in Romeo Fll love. 
And in Rover nightly rove ; 

A rum Duke prove when in the Hoirey Moon. 
In Riches Fll get rich. 
In Macbeth the folks bewitch. 

And hum 'em in Macheath to some tune. 

(^Spoken.) *' I am thy father's ghost! doomed 
for a certain time" — " to push on keep moving" — 
* * angels and ministers oi grace defend us ; thou 
com'st in such a questionable shape that I will speak 
to thee, ril call thee"— ** Jerry, Jerry"— *' I'm 
coming, lovee" — "Coming! damme I m going" 
— ** that it should come to this; scarce three 
weeks dead! nay, not three weeks!" — '* thank 
you, good Sir, I owe you one" — * ' choice fruit and 
a bill of the play" — '' he poisons him in the 
garden for his estate"—'* the story is extant, and 
written in very choice Italian" — *' what will you 
lay it's a lie" — ^rest, rest perturbed spirit" — ** my 
soul's in arms, and eager for the fray" — '* who 
waits" — " three more women, with a child a-piece^ 
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Japtain" — " then tell the sheriff's officers I'm 
ady;" for 

m off at once lo London, 
Where nothing is left undone ; 

There by turns every part I will play. 

[Exit. 

Enter Gabblewio. 

Gab. Well, thank heaven, I've got this here 

ili at last ; now I've only to find Tommy, and I'll 

r not stop another minute in tliis saucy inn : I never 

I .was treated so insolently since I retired from 

business ; left my darling shop, the Red Pole and 

tewter Platter on Mutton HjII ; where, though 

I peaceable person, I lathered so many gallant 

fellows, took every man tliat came in By the 

rmose, and always acquitted myself with credit, 

I tthongh I never gave any. But talking of credit — 

L Jet rae see, what have I got to pay, eh : " nineteen 

I Bhilliugs and elevenpence!" — Oh! it can't be — it's 

I jin imposition — "Hare, Curry-powder, Puffs!" yes, 

I ordered thera — they're in my way — " Chops otig 

pappillotte" — Ah! they put their Mutton Chops 

in papers here aa I did my curls on Mutton-hill — 

but I won't pay it. — Here, waiter, waiter — stop, I 

. see it's all right; tliey've charged for two as I used 

I to do for a double tooth on Mutton-hill ; but mum 

¥ for that though. 

Enter Waiter. 

fP'ait. Did you call, your honour 1 

Gab. Eh, call ! oh, yes : here, you dog — here's 

I the money for your bill, nineteen shillings and 

eleven pence. — There's a sovereign — never mind 

I the penny ; I like to be generous, though you did 

insult my wig. But stay ; have you seen my son 

Tommy, the school-ar-astic looking young man, who 

^ *"ilk8 Latin So nicely 1 Did you ever hear Tommy 

"~ Latin? you shall hear him some day ; its as 
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.pleaaa^t as eatuig ipiums to hear Jiim; hadJum 
brought up at Doctor Biisliwig's — heacWication cast 
meamiut ofinoney. But, odso, here Jie comes ! 
Enter Tommy, who ■seeins lost m tjumffhi, and 

sighs quemiimialy not .oisarving Qm father. 

■Why, Tommy ! how grave he looks — he's 
studying some grand horation. Out of the way, 
Kvaitoi', out of the way; we mustn't distutb hiiii 
mow — 'he's ^premeditatiiig some subtime 'Speech — 
■Hush! out of the way. (JPtoshes 'waiter off.') 

Tom. Heigho! I've 'too much of the Ligrmm 
^itoB about me — I'm tired of ilife. 

€r(ib. Tired of life. Tommy ! nonsenne; \ wonk 
have you tired of life — 'cri't ■we just-beginamg'We^ 
— 'Hav'a't I just resigned the combs, 'razora, »nfl 
tongs, that I haodled with so much sattsfftctiou and 
pFont for tlje kist forty yeai-s, aiid 'retitsed from 
Mutton-hill to 'Coventry here on a large fortune — 
Aod-all on your account, boy % and dtm't -wenow, 
fia- the very first lime ill our lives, appear 'like -gen- 
'ttemen'? and yet you 'led me you «re tired (tf 
-life. Hev'u't I had you lanit luatin by 'Doctor 
Suehwig '? — -laid out a mint of monrnf upon you'! 
ZoundsT 1 shall be in a swinging pasaion presently 
if you go on in this mauuei", 1 j>romise you. But 
come, Tommy, tell me, did you wisit Miss IDoK 
last night 1 

Tom. Yes, I did: Heigho! 

Gab. Well! and how did you succeed? idid 
you come to any agreement witli her 1 

Tom. No, it was all nemine cojih'ndioente with 
us, we did'n'nt agree a bit. 

Gab. Well, I'm sorry for that, \ am sorry she 
contradicted you ; but don't be down-hearted, 
boy ; seek consolation now from eome of your 
larned authors, look iato— 

Trnn. Tully's Offices. 

Gab. Tidlys Offices ! Ah! they were in Liu- 
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^B«Bln'9 Inn; Tommy; Counsellor TuUy — I remem- 
^"^ber I dress'd him when Ilived on Mlitton-hill, till, 
being too late one morning", he diseased me, pulled 
my nose with my owu' tongs, squibbed me all the 
way down stairs with my own powder-bag, and 
|then discharged half a dozen balls at my head, 
Tom. O tempora ! — O mares I — BaDs 1 
Gab. Yes, washballs. Tommy; but my head 
>Bs the hardest though. But come, tell me, what 
*s it yon said to tlie young lady, eh. Tommy 1 

Tom. A great deal— /^nr sapit qvi pauca 
\quitur. 
Gab. A great deal in a saw -pit ! — that you'd 
I requite her with a poker ! That's ratlier a strange 
tWy of courting a lady ! but you great scliollards do 
Ittiiiigs so differently from any body else! How- 
Irter, you shall' try again; I'll go with you to 
jpcourage you like ; and then you know if you 
Idle out any Latin to her, 1 can translate it. 
' Tovfi. Mgo amo. 

' Gab. He go! No, no; you go, and aim youf- 
1 6elf. 

T&m. In propria persona? 
Gab. Yes, you'll be a very proper person. 
Tom. We'll adjourn to-day .fine dte, and com- 
mence proceedings directly ; for I'm perfectly of 
1 your opmion, gitod sententia tot homines. 

Gab. Oh, yes! on your knees to her by all 
teSBs ; there 9 nothing like it, Tommy. 
Tom. So I think : ■prop^'ia guce m.aribu.s. 
Gab. Oh, yes, it will' be extremely proper to 
give her a buss when you're married. 

Tom. Heu! kei! O Domine. [^ExifYommy. 
Gab. Heyho ! heigho ! Oh Tommy ! — poor fel- 
low ! his head's full of love and Latin. I snou'dn't 
wonder if it was not to crack between them. Ah ! 
Vwish I had brought him up a barber, then he'd 
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only have had to torture other people's heads, and 
might have spared his own. Heigho! heigbo! 

[Exii. 
Enter Bramble. 

Brant. Wliat a devil of a house is this! not a 
morsel of news to be learnt any where; and I've 
asked every one I've seen, fram the landlord down 
to boots's journeyman. No papers either ! wljat 
shall I do for a little news? Egad, I'll try this 
dog of a waiter, be seems a sharp little fellow. 
Here, Waiter! (finier Waiter.) come here; sit 
down, you rogue : you're a sharp fellow. 

TF^ait. Yes, Sir. 

Brmnb. There's half a crown for you. 

rVait. Thankye, Sir. 

Bramh. Now tell me, how do you tliink tliey go 
on in the House % 

Wait. Why, what can he want to know for "? 
— But no matter, he pays well, so I must satisfy 
him (aside.) Why, Sir, to say the truth — But 
you'll not let my mistress know'E 

Bramh. His mistress ! he, he ! she's on the other 
side of the question, I suppose. — Not I. 

Wait. Why, Sir, it was but the other day Mr. 
Worts 

Bramb. Ah, 1 know him ; the great brewer, 
member for this county. — Independant man. 

Wait. Yes, Sir — very : keeps his curricle and 
pair. He said that if his bill — 

Bramh. His bill ! Oh, the last bill he brought 
into the House ! 

Wait. Yes, Sir, 

Bramh. Ordered to lie upon the table. 

Wait. Yes, Sir, it does lie on the table. He 
said, Sir, that if it was'nt paid, he wou'dn't send 
another drop of beej- into the house. 
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. Bramb. Eli, beer! why what the devil are you 
Elking about, you scoundrell 

Wait. About oiu* house, your honour, the Dog 
ind Porridge Pot. 

Bramb. Damn the Dog and Porridge Pot (kicks 
^fTaiter cff.) Was ever any thing so provokiog 1 
" I'm dymg to hear a httle news, and not a morsel 
)>n I collect any where. The affairs of tlie nation, 
SOo, in such a critical situation at tliis period. Ah! 
• stranger ! 

Enter Timothy. 

Seems just anived — perhaps comes piping hot from 
London — has seen the Gazette — knows the news. 
I, I'll ask him. — Your servant. Sir ; fine raorn- 
Blg. Any news, pray Sir % 
Tim. None tliat I know of, Sb". 
Bramb. Affaiis, Sh, seem rather to wear an 
iibarrassing aspect at present '\ 
Tint. Eh ! what affairs ? Emban-assing aspect ! 
iWhy surely he knows my situation. I dare say 
f I've got "Out of place" written in every feature 
I of my face. (^Aside. ) 

I Bramb, Excuse my freedom, Sir : 1 admire 
t your physii^nomy very much. Cou'dn't we con- 
\ trive some plan to better matters a little '\ 

Tim,. Why, what a worthy disinterested old soul 
thisis! (aside.) My dear Sir, you are very good; 
I'm siu'e Im very much obliged to you ; won't 
you take a chair 1 To tell the truth, I must own 
that there is very great room for iiiiprovement. 

Bram. Tliank heaven, I've discovered some 
pure patriotism at last: I'm very certain he's a 
person of consequence by tiis way^Perhaps a 
member! egad, it's very likely — I presume, Sir, 
I'm not addressing a meml)er of the House 1 
Tim. Memljerof the house! — Oh! he menus. 
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do I live here '?= (airfrfe.)— Yes, Sir, at presest"; 
but I've some thoughts of retiring directly. 

Bram. Ah, accepting a place und^ govern- 
ment of course 1 

Tint. That's what I wish ; he liae probably in- 
tecest tliat way i^aside.')- 

Bram. He'll make a rare feilow for a son-in- 
law — How he'll bring forward all my plans for the 
benefit of the nation! Yes, he sliall have my 
daughter, I'm determined (^aside.') — My dear Sir, 
we must know one another better. 

Tim. Sir, you're very good. 

Brmn. You must dine with rae to-day. 

Tim. Sir, you're better than good. 

Bram. My house stands but half a mile dislant; 
you can see it from the window here, that large- 
wliite mansion between the trees; I'll just go 
settle some business with- a tenant^ 1 came here to 
meet, and then I'll eecort you there. 

T^nti Sir^ Fm very much obliged to you; I'll 
wait fijF you withadeal of pleasure. Pray take 
careof the steps. Sir. {^Exit Bramble.] wbat a 
worthy old soul, to be sure 1 I wonder wito be is 1 
[Enter Waiter.'] Waiter, who i& that worthy 
oW'gMitleman'? 

Waiter, In the snuff-coloured coat and wbite 
M^ SirT 

Tim. Yes, you dog. 

Waiter. Old Squire Bramble, the great poli- 
tician, Sir^ He has a daughter, a famous beauty, 
they say, with an immense fortnne ; her aunt died 
theotlier day aiid left her twenty thousand pounds. 

Tim. Ag-ood catch, eh, waiter 1 as we say at 
cricket. 

Waiter. Yes, Sir, but a hard one; for tlieold 
gentleman won't consent to her marrying any one 
but an M. P. [Exit. 
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yim. AnM.P.! Well, what's that to me. Ah,u 
lougUt strikes me — 'belong to tlie House'— * place 
ider govenmieot !' — it is — it most bfr— I see it 
r aU. What a l(»ol I was to mistake. The old >geti- 
^^mnn takes me tor an M. P. Ha! ha! Well, 
iiat's a famous joke ; though I don't wouder^at 
i, ■for i'taith mycoat has been tuiTi'd-oi'ten «iOBgh. 
'.gad, this 4uay pruve -better 4liaji going to 
lOndon: I'll carry the joke on; — yes, I will. -But 
that the devil shall I do tu keep up appearances 1 
Vhy Ramble shall assist we. I'lere is Ramble. 
' anible, my dear fellow ! 

Enter Ramble. 

Ram. Hey ! what's ia the wind now*? 
Tim. A fine girl with tweuty thousand pounds. 
Ram. Twenty thousand pounds! Egad, she 
tiu^ be a fine girl, indeed. Twerity thousand 
sharms. Well, but'how, yotiTOgue, now'? 
P' 7^'m. Rogue, indee/1! Zounds ! be more respect- 
^[tfl, you dog ! Know, igaoramiis, that I am now 
[ tei M. P. and you — iYaith, you are my rascal of 
I ft footman. No words, 1 liave not time to explain 
Lpiing's now : let it be sufficient tliat it is my roya;l 
»fJll, and that i liave a plan in head and hand 
Which will be the making of -both of us i Ihei-efore 
^you must pnt on a IKeiy ; and i" faith, here's a 
jacket that will be the very thing. 

Ram. Well, in the humour I'm in now, I'm tot 
L Boy fi-olic you can mention (jmts on the jacket.') 
Trnt. It fits yon to a hair; it's laced too — and 
B wilt allow you deserve a laced jacket. 
Ram. Have your own way. But I know no- 
thing about the business of a footman. 

TVm. Pshaw ! you have only to talk much and 

, do little, have as much impudfence as ignorance, 

mimic tlie follies of your master and run down his 
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virtues, and you'll make an excellent footman. 
But odso! an M. P. mustn't travel without bag- 
gage, and mine will all go into a jH>cket-liandker- 
cliief. Here, Waiter! [jEn^er Waiter.] Have 
you such a tiling as an empty trunk about the 
house'? 

PFaiter. Yes, Sir, there's one that Mr. Scrib- 
ble the critic ofour town left lately, in payment of 
a six months' bill. 

Tim. That will do tlien, put it into the next 
room, let me liave the use of it for a couple of 
hours, and I'll be the making of you. But hush! 
stand aside, here comes my JVlKcenas, my tutelar 
geniua — Away ! [Eait Waiter. 

Enter Bramble. 

I Sram. Now, my dear Sir, I'm ready to at- 
tend you. — ^I long to compare notes with him : I 
wonder whether he is of my side of the question. 

Tim. Sir, you are all goodness; I'll just give 
a few directions to my servants. QCalls) Here, 
Jerry ! Oliver ! where ai'e you, scoundrels ! O, 
Gregory, (To Ramble.') tell Jeffrey to tell Oliver 
to look over my bagpige ; get any small trunk he 
can Gnd, and put in half a dozen clean shirts or so, 
and a — a — a little clean straw and some brick- 
bats. (^Aside.') 

Sram. Shall my rascals lend a helping hand, 
my dear Sir'? 

Tim. By no means. Sir; my rascal is quite 
sufficient. — Go tliis minute, you scoundrel, or I'll 

Iverize you. (To Ramble.') 

Brum. By what name, my dear Sir, shall I 

,ve the pleasure of remembermg you 1 

Tim. Ell! my name. Sir'? — Tim — oh the devil — 
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that's a good uameforanM. P. ^ — Ha, 1 have 
j — Weathercock! {^aside.) Timothy Weather- 
Keock, Sir. 

Sram. Weathercock ! The Weathercocks have 
i been a very steady tamily ; there have been a great 
many Weathercocks in the House ; but I doii t re- 
member to have seen any of your speeches iu the 
[^per lately. 

»Tim. No, I make my maiden speech next ses- 
^■ 
_ Bram. You shall rehearse it at my house ; I ve 
k^reat taste tliat way mysell'. 
tyVw. Grood room for speaking, eh'! 
^r Bram. Capital ! — lofty ceiling, all the eA ceteras 
you can wish. Come along, my dear Sir. He has 
M. P. written in every feature (aside.) This way, 
the carriage is at the door. 

I Tim. Ill attend you. Come along, Jeremy. 
SV^hy don't you fly, you villain 1 ' 

Enter Ramble, tvith truTik on his shoulder. 
\ 






R,am. I'm coming, Sir. Curse the liveiy 

■ though! Oh, Catherine! {aside.') 

I Tim. Huzza ! huzza! lucky dog I I fly to Love 
tjlbd Plutus — Victoria! {a.nde.') 

■ [^Exeunt Bramble, Timothy, and Ramble, 

h SCENE U. 

An Apartinent in Bbamble's House. 
Enter Cai-herink. 



J Cath. Heighol Day after day passes, and hope 
lifter hope expires. Sly lover comes not, sends 
not, perhaps seeks not! How ujitortunate, that 
in our last rencontre we should be so taken tip with 
the rapture of the moment as totally to forget the 
only thing we sliould have remembered — the means 
of seeing one another again ; the very next dav 
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I was obliged to leave Bath, for the house here 6t 
my guardian, old Bramble, and imwilliugly bid 
good-bye to love aud happiness — I fear for evei- ! 
])o7'a (itv'Mow^) Ha! ha! ha! very well. Say 
I shall be at home, Gregoiy. 

Enter Dora. 

Cath. My cousin Dora! What makes you so 
merry, my dear? 

Dora. The very thing that makes you so sad, 
my dear, — a (over ! 

Cath. Ah, Dora! I wish I had your sph'its : you 
have two swains in love with you, and yet you are 
laughing from morning till night, 

Dora. Yes, my dear cousin ; but if I was in 
love with one of those swains, that might not be 
the ease ; — but, thank the stars, my heart is un- 
touched : and at present I can read romances, 
prattle piays, dance, sing, laugh, and be as merry 
as the days are long I 

Cath. While I 

Dora. Are as gloomy as the iiigiits are long, 
but cheer up, my love, your swain will come to 
light one of these days, depend u|}0U it : if not, 
we must advertise him. Wnat is your shepheiTrs 
name 1 

Cath. His christian name is Nicholas. Heigho ! 

Dora. Well then, if Nicholas lleigho! should 
still remember his Catherine, she will walk three 
times round the pump in Bleeding-heart Lane to- 
morrow evening; when if Nicholas murmurs 
"Mum," she will softly sigh "Budget." Ha! 
ha! ha! 

Cath. You area sad girl, Doa-a; but Love will 
revenge himself some of these days : when the 
right man comes, you'll pay deai-Iy for tliis 
mockery. 

Dora. When the right man does come, I shall 
hepwaai^ for it, Liiq, I wish he vrould come I 
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but he's Bucli a terrible long time about it. Well, 
I'll live in hopes, as you must do. I tell you, 
Kate, soberly and seriously, it is my firm opmton 
you'll be surprised some of these nights by the 
living apparition of your lover ; and tJiat, too, 
when you. least dreani of it. 

Catft. Heaven send I may ! 

DoTft. Only think, now, how delightful it will 
be to wake out of a deep sleep by a nute playing 
some doleful strain — to gaze out of the window 
till you catch the rheumatism — see his elegant form 
— hear him murmur out, " Catherine, I still adore 
you ! Do you ever think of your fiuUifnl Nick T ' 
and just get back to your bed, time enough Ui 
faint on it. Oh, liow refreshing! how deligfitful ! 

Catk. Nay, now, my dear Dora. — 

Dora. Well, I will desist; I see it pains you. 
My heart is giddy, but not pervei-ae. — Let us 
change the subject. Hang love ! Give me some 
very grave, serious, moral, edifying book. 

Cath. What will you have f 

Dora. Why, suppose you were to give me 
" Romeo and Juliet i " 

Cath. Ha! ha! ha! Well, there it is my dear. 
While you amuse yourself with that, I will to my 
harp : — music will soothe me, though every thing 
else shoirld fail. 

Dora. Very well ; but return soon. I expect 
both my lovers here. Mr. Uvely has sent to an- 
uounce his arrival ; and my Latin suitor never fails. 
I shall want you to help me laugh at tliem. {£xit 
Catherine] Now, then, for my book : "Romeo 
and Juliet — Scene, Mantua — Enter Romeo." 

Enter Gregory. 
Greg. Miss Dora, here be your mantua-maker 
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Dora. Heavens! whataRomeo! Howfffovokiilg' 
to be interrujited so ! Tell her Lin engaged, Gre- 
gory. 

Greg. Engaged, Miss! wi' who's I sees nobody 

Dora. With Romeo and Juliet, Gregory; how- 
stupid you are ! 

Greg. Romo and Gimlet! lie! he! he! I see'd 
thern in, our bai-n t'other ni^t. Mortal fine and 
rum, to be shre. — Veiy well, Miss. \^Escit. 

Dm-a. Nowlet meseeiflcangetonany furthw: 
I'm determined not to be interrupted again by any- 
body. {Heads.') "Ifimaytrust the flattery ot'sleep 
my dreams presa£;e some joyful news at hand." 

Mntcr Bramble. 

Brdm Eh! what's th^f? News ? joyful news ■? 

Dm-a. {still readj'nff.') "News from Veroua — 
How now, Balthazar V 

Brum. Balthazar! — Don't Bftlthazar me. Don't 
the girl know her own father f At her eternal plays 
agani ! 

Dora, {still reading. ^"'Dosi thou not bringme 
letters from the friar f" 

Bram. Friar ! Damn the Ihar. What does the 
huasey mean, — talking to me about friars, and 
Batthazai's, and nonsense 1 

Dora. La, jia ! how you do interrupt one ! — 
There's uo such thing as reading a page for you. 

btam. 'Put lip your book, I tell you : leave off 
fiction, and listen to facts. I'vebroughta present 
tor you. 

Dora. A present, pa! La! what is it's Anew 
drras ! or, perhaps, a iresh liarp ; or, perhaps, a dear 
delightful little creature of a pug puppy- 

Bram. Curse tlie pug puppy! No, uo; a hus- 
band, girl. 
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Dora. A what, pa"? 

Bram. Ahusbaud, girl. -tt 

Dora. A husband! shocking! Oh, •rracioufl! 
[ I shall faint ; I'm sure I don't want a hiisljaBd. 

Brain. It's a bouncing fib : I tell you, you do. 
I Tliere's none of you hi!twaut iiusbands ; and eape- 
I cfedly such a one as I have pruvided for you — ^weal- 
[ ihy, young, handsome ; and frauk and free like bis 
l,own letters, forhe"s anM. P. And then he's an ex- 
I Client orator — make you rare long speeches — talk 
vou for a day togetlier, 

■ I>ora. That's no recommendation; Icaudotbat 
myself. I don't think I shall like him — I'msiire I 
|.Bha'n't like him. 

Bram. You must, you will — don't tell me, hus- 
I itey. "You've my free consent to get rid of all yow 
I iiresent lovers as soon as you like. Hang them ! cox- 



Enter Gkegory. 

Ch-eg. Please your honour, Mr. Lively be com- 
ing across the lawn ; are you at home or gone out, 
I your honour % 

I Bram. There's a question now to ask a man to 
' his face ! Oh iashion, fashion ! 

Dora. I'mathome, Gregory. 

Greg. Very well, Miss {going.) 

Bram. Stop, Gregory: any news since I've 
been out, eh, Gregory 1 Have you been in tlie 
\ town % any fresh arrivab from France 1 

Greg. Yes, Sir; there's a whole ship load of — 

Bram. What, Gregory — troops, eh'? 

Greg. Na, Sir ; apples. 

Bram. Pshaw! plague take the blockhead. Has 
I the paper come in '? 

Greg. Na, Sir. 
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Bram. Well, be sure you let me have it tlie mo- 
ment it does come in. And <lVe hear, Gregory, 
when Fiu with my new friend, Mr, Weathei'cock, 
don't let me be disturbed on any pretext whatever. 

Greg. I'll take care, Sir. \_Eidt Gregory. 

Bram. Mind you do! — Well, girl, I must leave 
y«] now to join Weathercock. Goodbye! make 
baste and dismies Lively. And d'ye hear, put by 
your novels and stuff : if you must read, read my 
Plan for a Standing War, or Mr. Puff'sSchemefor 
a Perpetual Peace. \^Exit. Bramble. 

Dora. Well, I declare now, notwithstanding all 
I've been saying to my pa, I tairly long to see this 
Mr. Weathercock, I wonder whetiier he's hand- 
some! Pa says he is: but Ja! he's no judge. N»t 
that I mean to have him ; its so contrary to all the 
ruJes of romances and plays, to inarry any one but 
the very last person we ought to man-y? especially 
when he happens to be one's parent's choice. No, 
no; I'll be like the lady of the ring, and havethe 
man of my choice however lowly, that is if he ca.n 
only take a fair hint when its given to him. 

SONG. 

Aia — Wkber — Movement Jrom Overture to the 
Freisckutz. 

He wasa chieTof low degree, 

A Lady high and fair was she ; 

She dropp'd a. ring I he rais'd the gem, 

T'was rich as Eastern diadem ; 

" Nay, as your Miatress' trophy, take 

The toy, when next a lunce you break ; " 

He, to theTotirnay rode away. 

And bore off Glory's wreath ihat day ; 

How did hia ardent bosom beat. 
When, liastening lo thai lady's Teel, 
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The ring and wrealh he proudly laid 1 

" BuL, keep the ring I " that lady said ; 

" Nay ring so rich 1 may not wear, 

Howe'er return a gift so rare if" 

" Dear yOtflh a plain gold ring 1 " she sigh'd, 

" From yoa, were wwth ihe world beside,'"* 

Lively {without.) Very well: get ray tilings 
dy to dress, my queer one. 

Enfei- Gregory 

Greg. Mr. Lively, miss 
fyDm'a. Desire him to walk in. [E.rit Gregory. 

Enter hivEhv, covered with mud. 

■ Liiveiy. Good morning, ray beauty! — surprised 
psee me in this pickle, no doubt ! — surprized mytielf 
it first! all through Sam Fie, my tutor; great mind 
D discharge him tor it — will, it you ti^I the least 
hurt. Facts are these : wanted to show Sam how 
I'fibb'd the pig-driver that trod on your toe last 
Sunday, coming from church. — So says I, Sam, 
you dog, stand up, and let me knock you down. — 
He stoM up; I aim'd ablow, when — wliat do you 
think occurred ! 

Dm-a. I really don't know, Sir. 
Lively. Guess. 

Dora. You knock'd him down, I suppose, Sir'? 
Lively. No, — the dog made play, and knock'd 
me down ! — went clean in the kennel, came dirty 
out of it !— all the bye-standers laugh'd ! — Sam said, 
in excuse, it was always the custom in Yorkshire, 
when any one knew another was going to floor him, 
to floor first. Should certainly have made play to 
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■ I forgot the n»me of the lovEBicIt peeress on whose » 
hinti to a gallant young officer, Ihis bailad is founded, II La, Itoi^ver, 
a well authenlicaLecl BOecdote in the lU^liercircleB. TIk music of iliis 
song, as arranged, is ^ublighed, aikt Toa; be had at WUliooiB's Vbltxc 
Warehouie, Slraod. 
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fan Sam ; only recoHected he liad fanned tlie Chicken- 
Never made a prettier hit in my life than with the 
pig-driver. Suffer ine to illustrate. 

Dora. Oh ! for heaven ssake, Mr Lively ! don't ; 
I shall certainly faint if there is tiie least appear- 
ance of fighting. 

Lively. Sorry you won't permit me — am sure 
you'd be entertained : — hut, however, shall often 
give you a few specimens when we're united- 

Dora. I've no doubt of it, Sir; — when we are 
united, I shall expect it. 

Lively. Depend upon it, you sha'n't be disap- 
pointed, — Nerves weak this morning, I presume! 

Dora. Extremely. 

Lively. Must go into a course of training — eat 
raw beefateaks, drmk a glass of blue ruin and oitters 
before dinner ; walk fifty miles a day for twenty 
days, as I have done ; — ^that will strengthen your 
nerves. Shall make up a match when you are 
Mrs. Lively — Pedestrianism is alt the go now. 

Dora. Yes, it will have its run and then walk 
itself off its 1^. 

Lively. Female pedestrianism — a novelty! giad 
I thought of it. I fly at all game ; — take an airing 
in Sadler's balloon — best cricketer in Engkind — 
done the Barclay raatcli — fibb'd Scit^'gius lin.tlie 
Fives Coui-t — had a set-to with the Champion — 
made the^Biack look blue — ^throw seven's the main 
at Brookes's — take all the odds against my own 
horses at Newmarket — have the best hounds in Lei- 
cestershire — snuff a cantlle at twenty paces — swim 
the Thames and back again in a jiffy — drive four 
in hand — race the mail — tool tlic jarvis ! ya hip ! ya 
hip ! — ne'er a main of cocks in all Saint James's 
like mine — my terrier Brindle kills nine cats in five 
■ minutes — ilraws the badger ! — baits Uiebull — fights 
any dog alive ten pounds heavier than liimseli^ — 
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ziext week to hop a thnnsaiid miles in a thousand 
hours — eoing into training under Sam to-morrow ; 
— aftertnat, mean to jumpagainst captain Louglegs, 
and give him a yard and a half! — In short, madam, 
I'm the dandy, the thing, the knowing one, the 
"'^CT. ' lEitit. 

r I)ora. Yes ; but yo" ^re not my fancy tor all 
Ktt though. 

Gabblbwig (without.) 

' Gab. Never mind, Gregory, rU pronounce my- 
plf — me and Tommy always sure to be welcome. 
'' Dora. Oh! Mr. Gabblewig and his son Tommy. 
' mgeuial pair! 

Enter Gabblewk! and Tommy. 

Gah. Good moi-ning, Miss Dora! fine weather 
.iwfcris for the harvest ! — charming crops here! almost 
Bib good as I had on Mutton Hill! wery thick there! 
^ ' — mum for that though ! (aside.y — 15th of August, 
t>ie day my dear wife, my poor Fanny, died ! — fine 
hooman, cut off in her prime, fike a turkey at 
Christmas! — I've brought Tommy to pay his re- 
spects to yon. 

Dwa. Very glad to see you, Mr. Gabblewig; 
hope Tommy is well this moroing. 

fcGah. Nothing to brag of, I can assure you : 
»u know why, Miss Dora ; — but rauvn for that, 
on blush like carmine ! — I came with him. Miss 
I m^ora, as he's rather bashful, you know. — 

Dora. Nay, I am sure, Sir, Tommy is quite a 
hero. I cannot but admire the Brutus turn of his 
character. 

Gab. Admire the tnm of his Brutus ! — Ah I I 
turn'd it myself, took a wonderful deal of pains ; — 
r but mum ror that, {aside. ) 
Tom, Heigho! O Dominel 
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Gab. There's a sigh; all on your account! — 
Ah ! Miss Dora, allow me to say, tor my Tommy, 
that you are sweeter than hotto of roses or lawen- 
der water ! your eyes are more bright and black 
than the best cdurt sticking-plaister ! your ring- 
lets beat all I ever saw produced by the tongs in 
my life ! and your teeth are as white as if they'd 
been made by Ruspini! therefore don't be cruel ; 
you'll break Tommy's heart, if you're cruel; and 
that will ^o near to break my heart ; and there' U 
be smashing work ! 

Enter Lively. 

Lively. Yes I think I may lay the odds, four 
to one — the Dandy against Wigsby "l — Ah ! how 
are you, old Guy i 

Gah. Eh! who is this'? 

Dora. Allow me to introduce you.— Mr. Live- 
ly ! Mr. Jeremiah Gabblewig. {introducing them. ) 

Gab. Yes, Sir, from Mutton — 

Tom. {stopping his mouth") Mutton! — O 
Pater! LamD— 

Gab. Yes, Sir, my Tommy's right — from 
Lamb's Conduit Street, not Mutton Hill. 

Lively. Retired here lor the benefit of the air, 
I presume, old Wigsby li 

Gab. Yes, Sir. Not but what I derived great 
benefit from the hair on Mutton Hill. — Curse the 
mutton ; it will rise— but mum for that though. 

{(mde) 

Dora.YeSj Sir; and that's Tommy ! 

Gab. Yes, Sir ; and this is my Tommy. 

[introducing him. 

Lively. How are you, Tom? eh! my young 
one'? {shakes Tommy's hand violently y who 
evinces much repugnance, and retires up stage. 

Dora, {aside. ) They seem pretty well engaged 
with one another now, so I' if give them the sup; 
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!br I'm fairly dying to have one little tiny peep 
«t this Mr. Weathercock. [Exit Dora. 

Gab. Am sure you'll like Tommy, Sir — very 
nclever; talks Latin. Headdication cost me a mint 
tof money — had him lamt at Doctor Bushwig's — 
pknows all the harts and sciences. 

I^ively. Ah ! does he know the art of fibbing, 
my old one'? 

Gab. Oh yes, he can tell fibs fast enough, 

Lively. Is he acquainted with the noble science 

■lof Pancratia ] old Spooneymouth ! 

*•- Gab. Pancrasherf Oh Lord! no; he don't 

know that, I'm sure. I don't tliink he ever heard 

of it — I never did. Some rare learned tongue, I 

warrant ! 

Lively. Yes, there's plenty of science in it, 
my covey — it's striking enough — contains lots 
of forcible hits and knock-down arguments, and 
settles a contest quicker than any language I know 
of, aDcient or modern. 

Gab. My Tommy shall larn it. 

Tom. (to Jjively) Sir, I perceive that you are 
hctus, learned. 

Lively. Yes, Sir, I've doctored some of the 
learned — drawn claret from Sam — distressed Bel- 
cher — closed the peepers of Ikey Pig — and given 
Mendoza a cross buttock ; — fight any man of my 
size in England — have a touch at you, if you like. 
They call me little Ned Lively, the swell amateur. 

Tom. Arma virumque cano. 

Lively. What does be say about arms, rum 
kiddy, and cane O*? Damme, I'll cane him. 

Tom. He courts Miss Dora szne nwa/z; thinks 
to carry his suit by the force of aryumentum ba~ 
culinum : perhaps may find he's mistaken : I'm 
not afraid of him ; I'll talk to him tor all his^u^r- 
nacity. (aside.) — Do you imagine, Sir, Miss Dora 
will smile on the feats of your fist, ^qw ^qf>wj,s\ 
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Jjwely. Pug joosel cunse me if I bave a Bug 
nose I — mttst pull his nose, that'fi very dear. ¥ eft, 
he's cooling captain dueerman over me; and I 
inust give him a emeUer ! See what yiM are di^^iog 
at my tight -one! Jealous nbmft Miss Dora! — it 
won't do! All u|) with you in that^itarter! I'm 
.ite manl itisl who havei^^rtidb her» 

Tom. I don t know that — Qui metUy vvho fears .? 

Lively. Not I : I'll fiaeet yoii, my pigedH, lany 
iidbere you iike. 

Gab. So so ! this fine>s^ikinjg scieaoe turns (Wt 

to be fiff hting after all . No occasion to lar n Tommy 

Ithftt; heicnows bow to lather vfell enWigK and 
lo do I :^^biit mum tor that though, (^amde. ) 

Tom. You may say what you like, you modew 
gladiator ^; but Miss Dora shall <hear me: Audi al- 
teram ipartem. 

Gab. Oh! yes, alter, ^nd^pdrtembyattmeansu 

lAbely. : I'll appeal Ijo the lady Jierself, y^^ung 
hie, haec, hoc, — ^she'll soon jockey youv(mt4>f the 
course. 

Tom. I ftgrej^, Sir ; it's a sine qua non. Miss 
Dora — '- (turning round. ) 

tiCov^/j^. Permit me to say.^ (turning round^ — 
£h ! l¥hy,:she'sgone! stole away ! — ^y<Mcks.! yiMcfesf! 

60'oho I 

Gab. Gk)ner Thisistreatii^ my Tommy wepy 
diireapectfully. I'lMmowthe^reasonof'thfs. Here, 
Jolm! Thomas! Gregory! 

^Rin^ the beU maleritly. 

Tom. Gfone! Finis. 

Enter ^QsLtsocmY. 
\Liveiy. Yes, its finesde, that's dear ^enough. 
•Oh! here's tlie eldrk'^^f the ie(MU«e. M^here^ 
Miss Doria ^ db, jxty kmbwiug^one '? tdceAia ruu&r 
'the plate — gdne to dinner ? 



AU. AST COV^TBY. as 

r^rr^^. iNe, Sir, idle be v^tdkm^ \irkhMr. Wea- 
thercock and Master, in the gard^. 

Lively. And who the devil is Mr. Weiithercock, 
my rum duke % 

Greg. A sort of sweetheart I do think, Sir, by 
«y young kdy 8 blui^kig like. 

Lively. Ah! I'm up! another candidate for tl^e 
lady's purse. Well ! $he's lost the heat, I suppose, 
for I've gained itT-^Fm in a swingiag pa^sionJ-^ 
Yoicks, yoicks ! so-ho ! (Enter Raih^le, ) — ^Well ! 
•Wtet do you wairt, my fancy ?— Can you show me 
^tp Miss Dora % ■ 

Ram. Tim's rivals ! — ^Oh ! ho ! I must look sharp 
iiere.^wwfe.) ' 

FlNALlE 
ToMeEitstA^: 

AIR — ^^ Sure suck a day^ 4'<^-" 

Lively ( To Greg,) Oh, what a cheat ! to passion I give 
tongue my boy ; 
Hark, hark away I hark, hark away I until my hopes she 
bless. 
Gab. (to Tommy.) I never was so used, since the days that I 
was young, my bjpy, .,. , . 
When turnips 1 received 'feim (hat Vile jezebel. Brown 
Bess. 
Lively. Stole away there ! stole away there ! her covert I will 
gain, my boys ; 
Or in the chase I'll perish, like a sportsman true — So, ho ! 
Ram. Stole away, there ! stole away there \ your pursuit will 
be in vain, my boys ; 
The deer is caught, and who's thrown out, old Time will 
quickly show. 
Omnes. Stole away ! stole away ! our pursuit shan't be in 
vain my, boys ; 
The deer once caught, who is thrown out, old Time will 
quickly show. 
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Livefy (to Ramble.) Yoicks, Yoicks, there ; young whipper 

in> come, show us strait the way, my boy. 
Gab. Ah ! do young Mr. Whipper snapper, prythee be so 

kind. 
Ham. Tim's Rivals here I No, no, I my orders must obey, 

my boy; 
And they are, our preserves to keep, nor let you entrance 

find. 
Livefyf I'll mill you, rogue— -your hide I'll flog — ^I'll kick you 

down the stairs, you dog ; 
Gab. And I will trim your wig for you, that's what 111 

quickly do. 
. Ram. In vain, its all in vain, sirs, for you might as well speak 

to a log ; 
Where Weathercock, my master is, there is no room for 

you. 
Omnea. Stole away 1 stole away 1 her covert we will gain, my 

boys; 
Yoicks ! Yoicks ! Tally ho ! Soho ! we've got the deer in 

view. 

{Exeunt Omnes Lively, Gabblewio, and 
ToMBfY, trying to force their way against the 
eSbrts of Gregory, and Rabiblb.) 



END OF THE FIBST ACT. 
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ACT II. 

SCENE L 

Old Brambles Study; Table, Papers^ 8fC. 
Enter Timothy. 

Tim. Bravo! bravo I have made my entre with 
eclat! got over all the embarrassment of a first 
ioterview with Miss — fiud her as lovely as a Venus, 
as seusible as a Minerva, and as complying as I 
could wish her. It will do, I see. But here comes 
the old mail ! Ah ! my deai- Sir ! 
Enter Br.*ihbi.e. 

Bram. Now, my dear boy, that I've settled all 
the essentials about dinner, let us proceed to 
busioess. Which shall I read you first 1 my Trea- 
tise on the Balaace of Power ; it's a very weighty 
work : or shall I run over the heads of my Plan for 
a new Budget! 

Tim. The Budget, Sir, by all means. 

Bram. Well then, sit down ; here it is — now for 
it! Hum! First, I see, I propose that ail the old 
taxes be repealed, as being oppressive and antede- 
luvian, and that the following new ones be substi- 
tuted in their place. Imprimis, I propose a tax on 
all old maids; that is, on all maids above five-and- 
forty, for then I think we may safely set them 
down for old maids. 

Tim. Oh, certainly, certainly! that'is if we can 
find any maid that will ever own to five-and-forty. 
'Tis an excellent tax indeed. Sir; it will tend to 
lessen scandal, and increase population, two very 
desirable things. 
i_Bram. You're right, it will. Then I propose a 
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tax to be levied on every woman who can be proved 
to have talked more than eight hours in any one 
day. I think that wiU turn out a very productive 
item. 

Tim. No doubt on t, Sir, the very tax itself will 
furnish such a subject of complaint and conversa- 
tion that it cannot fail bringing an immense sum 
into the treasury. 

JBram. You're right again ; it can't fail. You 
^H bring it before the House. Well^ then I 
tinean to tax men^milliners, gentlemeii-autkors^ 
Bi'irtus'sv old jokes, new schemes, quizssing gtasses^ 
brass-heeled Doote, parrots, mustacnios, a/namen'-s 
st^ys. 

Tim. Famous^ famous, indeed I Ecod, you are 
a great financier I 

J^yianir. Do you think so? You've an uneom- 
mon deal of discernment. But come, now we're 
all snug and private, you shall just recite y^ur 
speech to me. 

Tim. Oh, the devil ! this will expose all. [^uside. 

Br am. You will of course take the Constitution 
of the country for your subject— the- Constitution 
of England, Sir, tHe boast of the Briton and the 
pride of tte world 1 you can never have a better 
subject. Z^unda! the vaty thoughts of it malce» 
me a Demosthenes ! a Cicero !-r- 

Tim. It's sdl UP with me ; I could as soon pocket 
Saint P^ii 6> ana pick my teeth with the monu- 
ment, s» produce a dofsen words upon dther the 
Constitution or the country ! ^msuh. ) My dear 
Sir, you really must excuse me ; I am unprepared 
—4 have a cold — another time— 

JBram. Nay, nay, my dear boy, no apologies ; 
Imust have it. I forgive your modesty, as it's 
your maiden speech. 

Tim. My tnne's come — I shall be found out, be 
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kick'd — heated first id a blanket, and then CQol'd 
under the pump! {aside.) 

Bram. Now theo, my dear boy! now for it! Tm 
all attention! Eh! who is thisi Didn't I say I 
wou"dn't be interrupted '? 

P Enter Dora. 

-ir/m. A reprieve ! — a reprieve I (aside. ) 
Dora. I beg pardon, papa, I did not know you 
were engaged. I'll retire. 

Bram. No, stay, on second thoughts you shall 
remainand hear Mr. Weathercock's speech ! — he is 
about to favour me with a specimen of his elo- 
quence. 

Dora. Very happy, papa, to hear Mr. Wea- 
thercock. 

Tim. What sliall I do 1 my nerves tremble like 
a jelly-bag I Shall I jump out of the window, go 
into a fit, run away, or confess at once? Egad ! Fll 
confess, (aside.) 

Enter Gregory. 

Greg. Please your honour — 

Bram. Another interruption! Get out of the 
room, you scoundrel, do, orlll kill you, youdog'! 
—to intrude at such a moment! Didu't I tell you 
I wou'dn't be disturbed I 

Greg. Yes, Sir ; but didn't you tell me too to 
let you know when the paper com'd 1 

Bram. Ah! the paper, Gregory, 

Greg. Yes, your honour; the Newsman has 
just brought it, and he says as how it contains an 
account of a terrible battle, in Hingj-, in which 
thousands of lives be lost ; and that we've gaia'd 
the victoiy. 

Bram. Ah ! a terrible battle ! Where is it, 
iryl 
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Greg. I be drying it at the tire, Sir, in the 
kitchen. 

Brum. Let me have it, Gregory ; let me have 
it. But stay, Ml go for it myaelt' — I burn to have 
it. — Wetfrom the press! Oh, delightful! — A ter- 
rible battle I thousands of lives lost! — Charming! 
— My dear Weathercock, excuse me for a mo- 
ment, I'll hear your speech after dinner. You can 
entertain my daughter while I'm gone with — A 
terrible battle! Oh, delightful! 

[Ea:eunt Bramble and Gregory. 

Thn. What a lucky escape! Heaven bless the 
terrible battle where so many lives were lost ! for 
it has certainly sav'd mine. — The old man has left 
me t^te-a-tete with Miss, a favourable opportu- 
nity I'll improve it: as affairs stand, no time 
must be lost in making her mine. She regards me 
kindly; her head is full of romance and plays, 
so curse me if I don't dash boldly at once, (osirfc.) 

Dora. What an interesting pause! How em- 
barrassing of pa to leave us ! \aside.^ 

Tim. Miss Dora, pardon the fond presumption 
that impels me — look not thy slave to stone, but 
rather blame thy more than mortal beauty; Pierc'd, 
by the brilliant glances of those eyes, through my 
heart's innermost core, I needs must make the dar- 
ing declaration !— Declaration, curse it, that's so 
lawyer like {aside.') that is — I can but plead — 
plead, I'm at it again, she'll l)e sure and demur, 
and what can I i-ejoin, Qaside.') I mean I must re- 
cord the flame you have awaken'd ; wholly en- 
grossed by your sweet image, my happiness is in 
your power alone — one word from you, raises me 
to the highest heights of rapture, or dooms me to 
the lowest deptlis of dark despair. — Egad that's 
well put. {aside.') 

Dora. Delightt'ul ; my heart beats with raptiyie. 
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If he throws himself at my feet, it will be all over 
with me. {aside,) — Pray go on, Sir; I am all 
amazement. 

Tim. I'll give her a bit of poetry now; she'll 
like that, if she doesn't me. (aside.) — "Oh were 
those eyes in heaven, they'd through the airy re- 
gion stream so bright, that birds would sin;;, and 
think it v/as the morn." There's a touch ofShak- 
speare for her : she seems moved ; I'll give her 
another, (aside.) — -"By heaven I love you! and 
when I love you not, chaos is come." — Cui-se it, 

that's so stale. D e, I don't kiiow any more. 

Ha! I have it. (aside.) — "You trown not, and 
hope gladdens my heart. — Jews might kneel and 
Infidels adore! Let me, then, throw myself at your 
feet" — (kneels.) 

Dora. Oh, Mr. Weathercock ! pray rise. 

Tim. She melts : I'll carry it on. (aside.) — 
Never! till you bid me hope! She is agitated; 
its all right : Til come to Hecuba atonce. (aside.) 
— Never will I rise, Miss Dora, til! you pronounce 
the blest assurance, that you will one day be mine ; 
that you will one day — Oh, momentous effort ! — 
become Mrs. Timothy Weathercock ! 

Dora. Oh, how delightful ! — I canuot be cruel 
(aside.) Dear Mr. Weathercock, you distress me 
— Pray rise ; I will venture fo say I feel t)attei-ed 
by this avowal of your affection : — nay, more — 
that I will not prove ungrateful or — or — unkind. 

Tim. Ten thousands thanks ! AngeUc girl ! One 
embrace, as a token of 

Enter Bramble with Newspapei'. 

Bram. Victoiy ! Victory ! Victory ! But, odso, 
what am I about 1 disturbing a delightful tete-a- 
tete (aside.) — I beg pai-don: pray go on — don't 
mind me — I'll just sit down ana finish the paper. 

Dora. Ah, do, Pa — Pray don't mind him, Mr. 
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Weathercock ; pray go on, Sir. Pa wishes you to 
go on, Sir. 

Tim. Had I met your disdain, Miss Dora, I 
could not have survived it: your refusal must 
doubtless have^ — 

Br am. (Starting up and reading from the 
paper.) Wounded twelve serjeauts, eight cor- 
porals, twelve hundred privates, and three drunot- 
mer-boys. Bravo! Bravo! 

Dora. Pray go on, Mr. Weathercock. How 
provoking, pa ! You wouldn't like it yourself. 

Tim. Charming Miss Dora! the fire of those 
bright eyes, must have done a deal of mischief — 
must have — 

Bram. Killed two field-marshals, twenty general 
officers, and five thousand rank and file. Huzza ! 
huzza 1 

Dora. La, pa ! do pray sit still, can't you ^ — ^I 
declare I never knew any thing like it. 

Bram. Ffaith, I beg pardon ; but on an occasion 
like this, any body would excuse it. 

Dora. Nay, pa, on an occasion like tliis, I'm 
sure nobody would excuse it — its abominable ! 

Tim. In exchange for a gift so valuable as your- 
self, I have only to offer you a faithful heart, and — 

Bram. {Starting up as before.) Plenty of am- 
munition ! 

Tim. That only bums for you — 

Bram. And a large train of artillery {(reading.) 

Tim. Whose proudest glory shall be — 

Bram. The whole of his staff! (reading.) 

Tim. After a severe struggle — 

Bram. All left by the enemy on the field of bat- 
tle. Huzza! huzza! 

Tim. Damme, I can't edge in a word any how ; 
I must give in, I see — ^surrender — 

Bram. No quarter! Oh, glorious,! glorious! 
Old England fw ever ! — Con^ along, Weauiercock, 
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here's work cut out for you, you d(^ ; you shall 
propose a vote of thanks — brilliant speech ! — enco- 
miums on the heroes ! — rewards for the living ! — 
splendid monuments for the dead !— pensions for 
the widows! — subscriptions for the orphans! — 
loud cheers from both sides of the house ! not a 
dry eye to be seen ! — ^all the big wigs dissolved 
in tears! — every soul in the place subscribe ! — 
papei-s full of it the next day: — ^200,000/. down 
m a week ! — Glorious ! — olcl England for ever ! 
Come, Timothy ; come, Dora : * for Britons never 
will be slaves !'— - (^Singing. ) 

l^Kteeimt Bramble and Dora. 
77m, I'll attend you. Sir. Heaven bless the 
Newspaper ! it has been my presei-vation. Egad, 
I begin to think they're the only things worth read- 
ing. They may talk of Plays, Novels, and Ro- 
mances, as they will — but give me a daily News- 
paper, I say. 

SONG (Ttmo%.) 

Air. — ^* When a man weds^ 

The pleasures of reading are all smoke and Yapour^ 
Unless lis of reading (he daily Newspaper; 
Oh, ye Gods, how I like, as I sip down my tea. 
The Chronicle, Times, Post, or Herald to see ! • 

As the eye roves along, 
What a various throng 

Of articles, charm and delight you; 
While to vary the scene. 
Betwixt and between. 

Comes a terrible bit to affright you ! 
How affairs they maintain, 
In France! Italy! Spain! 

In Germany! Austria! Prussia! 
Of War and of Peace^ 
In Turkey I and Greece!, 

In Portugal! Bgypt! and Russia! 
How Parry, brave soul, 
Has got on at^ the Pole, 
AM uccomu of the Mcsico mining. 
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Detaiki niost lurprizingy 
Of jnew kingdoms rising. 

And othem as strangely declining. 
Pleasing* Teazing 
Queering, Cheering, 

Brightening, Frightening, 
Magical, Tragical ! 
Yes the pleasures of reading are all smoke and vapour. 
Unless 'tis of reading a daily Newspaper, 
That from first to the last. 
Is truly a mental repast. 
Colony news. 
Planters in stews, 

Negro, free grow, rises; 
Lots of black looks. 
Get in black books. 

And throat the first dark night surprises : 
What slaughter is made 
In Burmese stockade. 

Popping 'em down just like pigeons, 
Tis caught in our turn. 
Our whiskers they burn. 

Then skewer us up like wigeons. 
Lots of new bubbles, 
To end all your troubles. 
And get a great fortune for notliing ; 
A scheme that, slap dash. 
Will employ all your cash, 
Which is surely a thing monstrous soothing 
Hummery, flummery, 
Summary, mummery. 
Scribble 'em, quibble 'em. 
Hoaxing 'em, coaxing 'em. 
Cooking 'em, booking 'em. 
Stuffing 'em, puffing 'em. 

Wake 'em, take 'em. 
Lugging in^ tuggitig in. 
Whimsical, flimsical. 
Pretty list, nothing miss'd I 

Quacking doctors, barking proctors. 
Money lenders, blacking venders, 
Pidcocks monkeys, ladies donkies. 
Darmg robberies, early strawberries. 
Watering places, poney races, 
Fam'd decoction, sales by auction. 
Wondrous catches, walking matches, 
Vauxhall galas, running tailors, 
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Money to lend, and paA without end ! 
Ob ! the pleasures of reading are all smoke and yapour> 
Unless 'tis of reading a daily newspaper^ 
That from first to the last. 
Is truly a mental repast. 

2nd VERSE. 
All that the fam'd Common Councilmen say, 
A Green Turtle dress'd, in the city to day, 
A faux paux in high life, and shocking crim. con., 
My lady eloped with her tall footman, John ! 
Suicides, lottery puffers. 
Gas lights, patent snuffers. 

Births and deatlis, extra ex-traordinary. 
Going on somewhat further, 
A terrible murther. 

All the magistrates in a quandary ; 
Routs in Cavendish Square, 
Parties, heaven knows where. 

And notice that my wife, call'd Sally, 
Has run off on some pets. 
And I wont pay her debts. 

Witness my hand, John Cole, 3, Long AUey! 
All you well can desire, 
A terrible fire. 

Enlivening full half the nation. 
Selling goods at prime cost. 
One hundred pounds lost ! 

A guinea reward, on salvation. 
Pleasing, teazing. 
Queering, cheering. 
Brightening, frightening. 
Magical, tragicsd ! 
Yes, the pleasures of reading are all smoke and Tapour» 
Unless Mis of reading a daily newspaper ! 
That from first to the last. 
Is truly a mental repast. 
Dancing taught, new hops bought, 

Kickery, trickery, toe, toe! 
Old Drury Lane, Kean there again. 

Gallery bawlery, go, go ! 
New wigs, whimsical rigs. 

Jobbery, nobbery, I spy! 
Terrible Tories, Joe Millar stories, 

Fibbery, cribbery, ^e, &e ! 
Prices of stocks, Dutch wooden clocks, 
Limemg 'em, timeing 'em, baw! baw ! 
Chancery Court, tedious re^otl. 
Dreary some, wearyaome, 0\aw\ 



44 ALL. AT COVENTRY. 

Huminery, mwaamfity, 

Fkmtaery, sununary, \ 

Strumroerjr, drummery. 

Scribble ^em, quihbie 'on. 

Hoaxing 'em, coaxing 'em, 

HuflSng 'em, puffing 'em, 

Bore 'em', floor 'em, 
Lugging in, tugjging in. 

Whimsical, flimsical. 
Pretty list, nothing miss'd. 

Old jokes, new hoax. 

Bow Street, Bench, Fleet, 

Ship news, cheap shoes. 

Mayor, stare, law, flaw. 

Gaze, blaze, halls, squalls. 

Teeth drawn, fine lawn. 

Bills, pills, law, flaw. 

Plays, days, snuflTs, puffi; 
Oh ! the pleasures of reading are all smoke and vapour. 
Unless 'tis of reading a daily newspaper ; 
That from first to the last^ 
Is truly a mental repast ! [Exit, 



SCENE n. 

The Garden. 

Enter Rambi^ m a Livery. 

Bam. I wonder how Timothy goes on ! I hope 
to Heav'n he'll make no blunder, and get us kick d 
out. I feel plaguy aukward in this cursed Uvery. 
Should I by chance meet my long-lost love, what 
would she thmk ? 

Enter Cathbhinb. 

Cath. Who can I get to run to the library tor 
me. — Ah ! a strange servant ! — ^Mr. Weathercock's. 
—Young man, be so good as — 

Ram. That voice ! — Catherine ! 

Cath. Ramble ! what do I see '?—4i livery ! Have 
I then been imposed on ? 

Ram. Nay, but hear me. 
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^H Catk. Base man ! How fortunate is this disco- 

^^nr^ry! Your master shall know your treachery. _ . 

^^m Ram. But, my dear Catheriae, onlyliBteu tome 

^Kcme moment, while I explain — 

^^ Catfi. Not an instant.— All the dignity of an 

insulted woman rises withiu me, ^nd urges me to 

spurn you from my sight. — Follow me at your 

peril, sir. [K^n't. 

Ram. There's a catasti-ophe now ! after having 

a thousand times lost my lovely prize, I meet her 

again —again to be disappointeJ ! — And all through 

^^thia cursed livery. Oli Timothy! Timothy I to 

^B^rhat misery has your ill- timed frolic exposed me ! — 

WPAnd yet I can scai-cely blame it, as but for that 

1 might not have discovered the residence of ray 

adored Catlierine. How shall I get the mistake 

cleared up I It is plain she will avoid me. — Let 

me seek Timothy. Ah, never shall I forget the 

hoiir when I fii-st met my Catherine, and Hope 

painted a thousand tairy visions of love and her tp 

May enraptured fancy! Heighn! — but where thg 

"tevifs Timothy ! Timothy ! Timothy ! [E.vif 



The Garden of Bramble's Hnnse. 
Enter Timothv. 

Tim. Dora has consented to go off with me this 
^ery afternoon. But now that victoiy is about to 
Fcrown all my wishes, my heart reproacnes me, and 
1 1 feel I am acting dishonourably. Slialll obey my 
^neart, and disclose my poverty to her? Let me 
I boiisider : by doing so I shall lose my Dora and 
Itwenty thousand pounds ; but then I shall keep that 
PifWhich is infinitely preferable — a clear unsijotted con- 
sciencte. The girl loves rne, 'lis true. Will she 
love me when she finds I have decdved her 1 Oh, 
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no! I am poor ; but I am honest, and FlI remain 
so. I could deceive the old man, for he's a fool ; 
but I can't deceive the girl. — No, there's some- 
thing in the weakness and innocence of woman, so 
bewitching, that curse him, I say, whose heart can 
let him deceive her. Til confess all. And fortu- 
nately for my virtue here she comes. 

Enter Dora . 

Dora. Where can Mr. Weathercock be ? — Ca- 
therine has told me a strange agitated tale, that his 
footman is her lover. I had scarce time to listen 
to her: but if the footman is a gentleman in dis- 
guise, who can the master be % some very great 
man, there's not the least doubt. 

Tim. (^advancing.) Miss Dora! 

Dora, Ah! Mr. Weathercock! 

Tim. I rejoice to meet you, although this meet- 
ing may banish me from your presence for ever. — 
After the favour with which you have received me, 
— how shall I find words to tell you, madam, I am 
not what I seem. 

Dora. There ! I knew he was not — ^He is some 
count or duke I'll lay my life {adde.^ — Not what 
you seem, sir "i you surprise me. 

Tim. No, alas 1 Miss Dora ; instead of being the 
character you take me for — I am — 

Dora. What, sir 1: — a count ! a duke I a prince. 

Tim. No, madam— a lawyer's clerk. 

Dora. How distressing ! and yet how interest- 
ing! Just hke Lord Feignall in the last new 
novel, who turns out after all to be a poulterer's 
son. 

Tim. I am come to expose my treachery, beg 
your forgiveness, and tear myself from your pre- 
sence for ever. 
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Dora. How noble are his seotioients ! It must 
mt be, sir ; your words and actions bespeak you a 
nan of honour ; and honour in my eyes, possesses 
bore charms than wealth. Once miitetl, my father 
""I forgive ail. But we must beware of a preraa- 
e dbcovery. 

Tim. Do you tliink he ever can forgive yom- 
larrying one who is an orphan "? witliout a friend, 
I relation, a name! 

Dora. Ha, an unknown orphan! you are some 
lord's son, depend upon it. I'm sure it will turn 
out 80, it always does in every novel or romance I 
know of. 

Tim. Yes, the son of the Lord knows who. 

{Aside.) 

Knter Lively. 



Lively. When you can spare time from your at" 
tentions to that lady, my knowing one, I shall hi 
lad to have some words with you. 

Tim. Certainly sir. — Tliis way, my love. Fare- 
well for the present. Farewell! {Retires up the 
mage with Dora, who eo'its.) 
i Lively. Yes, Sam's right for any odds; tliis 
f young colt, this Weathercock, is the cause of my 
being slighted so by Miss Doiu : it's very plain he s 
trying tojocky me out of the course; and if I 
don't make play he'll win the sweepstakes with a 
hand-gallop, therefore I must mill him ; yes, there's 
DO remedy, I must mill him. 

Tim. Now, air ; now I'm at your service. 

Lively. I have a small proposal to make to ycu, 
my Covey. 

Tim. Sir, I feel very highly honoured — 

Lively. You and I are both suitors to Miss Dora. 

Tim.WeW, sir, and what thenl 
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Lively. A game cock, full of plume. — Why,"^^ 
as we can't botli of us have lier, we'll fight for her. 

Enter Brajmbus {from back of the scene tm- 
perceived. ) 

Tim. With all my heart, air (jjcrcnvcs Bkam- 
PLB.)— Eh! myfatfier-iu-iawl he must pot see jpie 
boxing, or he' 11 never take me for an M-P. — dh, 
any morning, sir, I shall Ire extremely happy. Air 
triggers — eight paces — patent powder aud balls — 
our seconds will settle the rest. 

Brnm. What is tins! my friend Weathercop^^ 
and Lively at high wordti ! I must interfere here, 1- 
see. (^Aside.') 

Lively. You mistake me, sir, diielhngs not the 
go DOW. popB have given place to maulers. Aod 1 
should hke to maul you. If one kills one's man the 
police interfere, and that's damn'd impertinent, you 
know. No, no ; milling's the rage now. We 
can never have a better opportunity than the time 
present: so let's shake hands and negin. 1 don't 
mind taking you a couple of cool hundreds on 
the winner; you shall have fair play, I'll pick you 
up when you're down. I shall be sure to quilt you, 
but die game. 

7tm. Allow me to say, sir, I'm a gentleman; if 
yon want satisfaction I will give it yoji, but it must 
lie in a proper way. 

Bram. Bravo! well said. {Aside.') 
Lively. Do you mean to insinuate then, sir, I'm 
no gentfeman 1 Zounds, don't 1 box widi Belcher, 
walk with Wilson, throw somersets with Saun- 
ders, and drive my own dicky ; — don't I patro- 
nize the knowing ones, encourage all the profes- 
sors of fibbing, reeding, training, riding, raiting,. 
the gymnastics, the olympians. — I was mistaken" 
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in my bird, I see, — a shy cock* right dunghill, 
shows a white teather, no fly, won't stand above 
two or three falls — make short work of it with him. 
In one word, Mr. Weathercock, I should be sorry 
to hurt your feelings or youraelf, but fight you ^ 
must, 

Tim. Is tliCTe no alternative, Mr. Lively '? 

Lively. No alternative, sir: either give up the 
lady, or fight; or perhaps if you won't fight you'll 
run. I'll run with you for her. A mile in a mi- 
nute. But you'd better have a set-to — Here goes ! 

Bram. I'll set-to with you, villain! I'll strike 
you, \ wari'antnie. (Rushes between them, m^ien 
Lively, in aiming a mow at TiMorfiy, knocks kim 
down.) Oh,murder! murder! I am killed ! ll am 
killeti ! Here, John! Thomas ! Gre^ry ! turn that 
villain out of my grounds — send for my lawyer — 
Adfflultand battery. — I'll bring a swingiBg action. 

31'm, Let us retire, my dear sir. Lean on my 
arm. — Another escape! he'd have poinded tne to 
powder ; two or three more such preservations will 
be the destruction of me. (_ Aside. ) 

[Exeunt Bramble and Tdwotht. 

Xtivelf/. A foul blow that — no go — all up with 
mfe here — cut — done— jockied — must bnish. — 
Yes, I'll leave this cursed Coventry and spank it to 
Londfm — There I'm the thing, the native, the 
knowing one, tlie Lively, the fancy, the dandy, the 
cafippe. — ^Tltere I'm up — I'm down — Begin at tlie 
^un and end at the Finish. 

SONG. 

Ajr — *' My Iffee ts so tdtty." 

In tojm I WA of l«e, 

Thef e how sveet wm my fate, 

t dW chocolate, 
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: L.\ Dress'd swells to fan ; 
Rolling through bumpkins grim. 
Three shawls around my chin, 
Crying, you shawl not win, 

I am your man. 
With buckskins made by Coombes, 
Hoby's boots, wig by Holmes, 
Whiskers that beat BiU Soames' ; 

Spurs none like mine, 
Up Bond Street then I go. 
Amble through Rotten Row, 
Meet Cock-«-doodle-doo, 

Then back to dine. 

(^Speaks in different voices.) " Ah, Romeo! 
my rum one, how are you?" — *' Eh! why how 
tiie plague did you know me?" — '* Why by your 
Coates, to be sure." — ** Yes, they're the thing, 
'ent they ? — ^Diamond buttons, cost me five hun- 
dred a-piece. — Here, , John, give that beggar 
a penny, and be sure you tell him it comes 
from the Philanthropist of Fashion." — " Ah ! my 
dear fellow, where are you going to now?" — 
** Why, I shall first see what s the news at tlie 
Cock Fit, take a turn in the Fives Court, eat fri- 
casseed frogs, and maccaroni a-la-Paris at Pag- 
liano's with Lord Bumblepuppy ; then visit Julia, 
go to the Opera — cry Brava ! Jbncoi-e ! to Madame 
Pasta; after that rattle the bones at Brookes', 
mill the Charlies, and just go to bed as every body 
else is getting up, and alLto show I'm the dandy. * 

With my tooral, &c. 

2. 

I walk with Wilson^ Stokes, 
Their feats to me are jokes, 
I 'tis surprise the folkis. 

With Barclay stump it ; 
Spring, Curtis, Randal, fib. 
Floor Ward with hit on rib, 
Win the game 'gainst the Crib, 

Hollow as trumpet ; 
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I run my dogs and horse, 

Spur cocks, hunt, shoot and course^ 

Four-in-hand drive with force, 

At all things handy ; 
With Sadler try balloon. 
At hazard pluck 'em soon, 
Zounds, I can scale the moon, 

I'm quite the dandy. 

(Speaks. ) * ' Clear the course ; Lord Welling- 
ton against the field :" " Who's going to start 
now V — " Blucher and Boney." " Ten to one on 
Bhicher." — ** Boney has lost by half a head." 
' ' If he had lost by a whole head it would be no 
loss at all in my opinion." — "There's a capital 
start for you!" " Who is it^"— " Miss O'Neill, 
there she goes ; now she reaches Juliet, now she 
tops M onimia, and proves herself equal to the best 
feats of Melpomene. Bravo, bravo, Blackleg is 
thrown out ; Waterloo has won the King's plate, 
and decides the day." 

With my tooral, &c. 

3. 

On turtle, fish, I dine. 

Crack jokes and drink my wine. 

Some tip top sawyers join, 

Then abroad ramble ; 
While each prime bang up feels. 
In the Strand cool our heels, 
Take tea at Toms or Peel's 

Then to play scramble ; 
At Drury who but me, 
Garden, or Regency, 
Haymarket, Royally, 

Lounge lobbies through: 
But, oh, my best delight. 
Cheering heart, soul, and sight, 
Is on these boards each night. 

Friends thus to view. 

With my tooral lal loo, &c. 
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SCENE IV; 

j4n Apartment* 

Enter ^ViAMSt^i GABBLEWm, afvd Tommy. 

Bram Oh, yes, I'm perfectly agreeable to that, 
Mfc GAbblcwig: If^ur son l^miriy cari tAlk 
Lattai)etterthtoitfy firiend Mr. Wteattiertfbck; aflbwt,^ 
mydknghleHs not avfefi^e; FVe riot the smallest ob^ 
jectiort to him'fbr a'scto-in-law.— Nd fear of tfikt, 
thbtt^; Wfeathertfdck Mtmid oilt-tilk a hundred 
stich lellows a^ Tbmmy. 

Gnb. Yottcant'sayfafrel*; certainly. Theliatiltr 
sRfelf diScMeit. — Come, Totfttny, cheer up, boy,— 
remfember D6ctferBuislrV\rig's instructiotte; andf the' 
dicy'syotirowtt. 

JB&^ttwr. You'ir exfetfee my sittmg, Mr. GabBle- 
wi^; I've just had an aukward sort of reticolitf^' 
wifli thttfe rroSlitt litfely ; I'm rather lame ;— but I'll 
bring a swinging action against him : I've sent Gre- 

fory off for the lawyer, my friend old Redtail. — 
Ih ! Oh. here Mr. Weathercock comes. 

JE?nf<9*^TiMWtff. 

My dear bby, Iliave ensgged that you shall talk 
Latin here with ToBMSiy, fef- my daughter. I did 
it with perfect confidence ; fe*» tlrtugn I don't un- 
derstand Latin myself,' I knbW yotl members intro- 
duce it as regularly in your l&peeches, as Aldermen 
introduce brandy after goosew: 

Tim. Oh, the de^T atiotii^ sei^pie ! Well, I 
must brazen it o«f ; 1 milstAH dfeclhie now, odds 
nouns, though I never declined a noun in my lite, 
and all the Latin I Iq^ow is confined to a dozen 
law phrases, which I learnt from the dogs in the 
law — ^Dog Latin. Well, I must manage to bark 
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that out somehow. (««rfe.) With all my: heart; Sh- 
III give you au oration of Cicei-o, or a philippic ofi 
Demosthenes, which you pleese. 

Gab. What does he say, Tommy, about fillip- 
ping Dame Austin's knees'? 

Bram. Any thiug, you like, Sir. 

Tim. Well, then Sir, suppose I was to give yoM J 
a speech that was written by J utius G!fsar<, and'^iOfH J 
ken by. ^fark Antony to Ponipey the Great, which 
if Mr. Tommy there can construe, I'll resign alll 
claims to Miss Dora in his favour. 

Gab. It shall be so. Now, Tommy, perk-, up 
a bit : get your hicks and your hooks at youri fiun 
gerseiida, boy, and show him what it is to have 
been brouj^ht up at Doctor Bushwig's. — Now Mr. 
Weathercock, if you. please. v 

Tim-. Stand out of the way, old gentlemaajiJ 
give me plenty of room — Now theii. Ahem,! aheai? 
' ' Hie htec hoc — 'Ifigdum funnidos — Pro bono pub- 
lico — Fieri facias — Non est iuveutus — Nil desper 
randum: — Chrononotonthologos — Multum in paivo 
— Clauaum fre^t' — Dogtrottibus Latinus— Hono- 
rificabilitudiuatedebusque — uosteriorii terrorem — - 
Demurrer pro forma — Bonibastes Eurioso— -Allor 
catur, criukum cranUum — Aldiborontiphoscopboi*> 
nio — SubjXEua duces tecum ad testilicauduin — esp- 
haustibus mm stockibusr— DogtrottibusI forgottibus ! 
Latinusi — Ad'Satigiajciendum !; 

Gab. JSndum! Ah, that!Sihi*fiai^. Ble8ii>my 
soul, that Antony must have been in a terribie^pafrr 
sion when he spoke that speech; fiery faces, claw 
'em, tear 'em, roar'eioy bore 'em. "It'es, he must 
bave been) m a terrible passiofl. Wealhej-cflck cer- 
tainly speaks Latin very loud. Tommy- 

Sram. (to Tim.) Admirable^ my (lear Ijoy! "ad- 
mirable! TheeoulSiOf all the ancient orator* seea 
to Itaive.takeQ upitheir residence in your body. 
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Tim. Now, Mr. Tommy ; — can you construe 
thatf 

Gab. Aye, Tommy — Cart you unscrew that 1 

Tom. It 8 all a nnn seqidtur to nie — i don't un- 
deretand a word ot" it. 

Gab, What ! not understand a word of it, ai'ter 
the mint of money I've laid out upon your headdi- 
cation at Doctor Bushwig's'f Oh Tommy ! Tommy ! 

Tom. Must I submit to this'? Must I be trick'd 
by an ignoramus 1 Heigho! oh me ! good morning ! 
heu mihi! bonus mafm. 

Gab. Yes, 'tis all my eye and Betty Martin, 
indeed. Oh Tommy ! Tommy ! ! 

[En'ft Garbijcvvig and Tommy. 

Bram. Ha, ha, ha! so much for Tommy ! a 
good riddance ; i'taith you're a fine speaker ; that 
Latin must be a rare language. — Horrific — abi- 
lity. Taddy busque — I'll certainly learn it. But 
now let me look for the papers I want to show- 
yon. 

Tim. Thank Heav'n, there'sanendof Tommy. 
Now I have no rival, and Dora will be mine in the 
next half-hour. Ramble, too, has discovered hia 
long lost Catherine here : I have made up matters 
between them, and he will soon be as happy as I 
am. (aside.') 

Bram. Now, my dear sir, here's an essay foi* 
a Standing War, and a plan for a Perpetual PeaceJ 
— Zounds ! who's this T can I never oe at peace a 
moment '\ 

Enter Gregory. 
Greg. Please your honour, here be Mr. Redtail 
below. 

Bram. Ah, my lawyer; I sent for him about 
Lively's assault. Show him up Gregory. 

\^E.vit Gregory. 
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Tim. My old master by all that's unlucky ! an- 
other trial — I shall then be discovered at last; 
there's no escaping this. What the devil shall 1 dol 
Ifl could but get over the next quarter of an hour! 
— "I must stand the hazard of the die." Ha, I have 
it! (^aside.') My dear Sir, I told you I'd give you a 
specimen of the devilish easy, nonchalance, sang 
J^roid, coo\, finished way, in which we young fellows 
of fashion, we M. P's. treat our men of business. 

Bram. Ah, you did so. Egad, I should Uke td I 
see it. ' 1 

Tim. You shall be gratified. — Lend me your 
dressing gown. Now then, that cap. {puts on 
BRAMBLE's^own and enp') There ; I've only to al- 
ter my voice, loll in my chair, and put my legs on 
the table, and I'm all right. — Yes, 1 think 1 shall 
then be sufficiently disguised . Oh Impudence ! Im- 
pudence ! if ever you wish'd to favour an unlucky 
dog, in want of your assistance, grant me a little 
brass now. Here he comes ; — 'tis my old master, 
aure enough, (aside. ) 
' Enter Redtail. 

Bram. My dear Redtail, I'm rejoiced to see 
you. — Allow me to introduce you to Mr. Wea- 
thercock, my son-in-law. 

Tiin. {in a foppish tone, of voice.') How d'ye 
do. Rat-tain How d'ye do I 

Red. Eh ! but surely that can't be Timothy, 
my run-away clerk, Timothy ! it's amazingly like ; 
yet it can't be him. {aside.) — I should have been 
here before, my good friend, but you must know 
that my rascal of a clerk ran away from me last 
night. 

Tiin. So, he does not know me! that's lucky. 
I'll teaze him a bit. {aside.') — I say, old Rat-tail, 
'heu does your time expire 1 

Red. Rat-tail! what does he mean by that '? he's 
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cprtainly-amaeiugly like Timothy,— and yet Thno- 
thy knowB m-y uatne \vell eooiigti. Eh 1 my tune, 
your honour i 

Tim. Ah — when is the old one to have you? 

Med. Oh lord, your honour, pray dont talkof 
suchlliinss "* clear lue, how 1 shake. — rNo, it can't 
itt Timothy; for though I've oCteuirighten'd.bim, 
iie never it'cighteiid me. (mide.) 

l^im. Because you must understand, lOld Rat- 
Aail, dye liear melJ that — I wibh you to lookiover 
the leases of some of my estates — in short, 1 mean 
tomake you myjiian of business, my old buck. 

Red. iVery much obliged to your honour. 

Xiiti. I jindeFtJaud you Jiave a devilish clever 
jfilkiwiof a qlerk with you, — «ne Timothy f 

Hsd. J ibad a clerk of that name, your honour, 
one of the .most idle, impudent raticals under the 
■sun ; but he i-an away from me last night, which, 
.toi»y tlie truth, I was .very glad of, Ibi- he'd have 
baea sufe to ha^ie heetx ihung, las there iaa't Iub 
equal for roguery, any where. 

Tm. Tliat's a lie, old Rat-tail— lie'll never 
want liis equal for I'oguery where you are. 

Bram. Ha! ha! lia ! a keen dog you see, ''Red- 
tail — devilish clever in state affairs — has a seat in 
the House — and is to marry my daughter. 

fled, {aside.) He's amazingly like Timothy 
though, Ibr all that. 

Bram Is a great orator too — very clever at a 
■speech — 'you shaU'hear \vxa. — My dear Weather- 
cock,, j-ou really must fevour me with your speec5h 
■now, upon the constitution. You know tnat I 
lihail be delighted ; and Redtail, here wiQ be gra- 
tified beyond measure. 

Thn. That infeinal speech again! Well, there's 
no-fliuching now, Dora will soon be ready ; they're 
a couple of old fools, so I'll say tie firet thing that 
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comes appermost. {aside.) Oh my speech, jny deal- 
sir, with all my heart, yoii shall have it without far- 
ther preface. Mv Lords and Gentlemen : I rise 
on Biy legs to address you upon the subject of 
oar glorious constitutiou. — The motion for fttnen- 
dingt^lhich, has been justly ordered by tlie Chair, to 
iliewn the t^e. Had 1 caiight your eye at an 
earlier period, Mr, Chainiiaii, I should — yes strange 
as lit is may appear, — I should have addressed you 
sooner, Mr. Ctiairman. — ^The honourable meuuter 
who-spake last, my Lords, moved that tlie gaJlery 
might be cleared — now this I oppose, and I b^ 
'moBtdistinotiy, and decidedly to declare, gentle- 
men—that I am nevor 10 happy as when 1 see the 
Gallery full, and the house numerously attended ! 

Bravi. Hear him ! hear him ! hear him ! 

Red. I do ; and his voice is amazingly like Ti- 
mothy's. 

Bram. Order ! xwder ! I appeal to the chair. 

Tim. Strickly constitutional! you liavea right to 
appeal to tlie chair. Silence, there, old Rat-tail. 
The honourable member that spoke last wish'd to 
enforce the standing order for the e.xclusiou of 
atr^i^rs. It is my wishall strangers be admitted, 
that'they may become owr friends when they find 
ever^- member in this House doing his duty. 

Brunt. Excellent ! A very Fox ! 

Red. Yes, if its Timothy, he's cunning enou^ 
-for one. 

Tim. Audi further will affirm, my Lords and 
Gentlemen, that there never was a constitution so 
physically coiTerf:, so sound, so vrfiolesome, so per- 
iect in every particular particle, as our constitutmn. 
What isit, I ask, Glentlemen, has brought our cous- 
try to the pitdh of prosperity at which she has now 
arrived 1 has rendered lier the pride of hei-self and 

E eiwy of the world * — It is, yea, I affirm it — ills 
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Iier great, her glorious, her admirable constitu- 
tion. 

Bram. Bravo! bravo! my dear boy. 

7Vm. Dora must be ready by this time ; bo I'll be 
off. — I s^, Bramble, I'm going to dress. Good 
bye, old Rat-tail. [E^it. 

Red. In spiteof Rat-tail and every thing, damn 
me if I dont think its Timothy, (aside.) 

Bram. There, old Redtail, what do you think 
of my son-in-lavF thatis-to-be ? 

Rsd. Thathe'svery muchlike Timothy {aside) 
— Why, he's cei-tainly clever. 

Bram. Clever! zounds, he's wonderful — he'll 
be thegreateBtstateeomu the country ever produced. 
■ — ^1 wonder, now, that you, Redtail, a sharp, clever 
moDey-gettingtellowlike you, don't turn patriot. 

Red. Why, so I would, if I hadn't before turn'd 
lawyer. — But how's your daughter? 

Hram. Ask herself; lor here she comes along 
with Mr. Weathercock. 

Enter Timoteey in kis own clothes, leading in 

Dora. 
Red. !Vlr, Weathercock ! — Zounds! my clerk, Ti- 
mothy Tomkins, you mean ! Yes, it is Timothy; I 
knew it was Timothy : there's the very coat I lent 
him the money to buy. — O, you rascal! O, you 
villain ! I'll teach you to run away and ape the man 
of fashion, you dog, I will. — Let me come at him. 
Bram. Why, what is all this? — I'm amazed I 
confounded ! 

Tim. Stand off, or the wrongs of all the clerks in 
the kingdom shall sit heavy on my arm ? and I'll 
Bend you to Erebus in a twinkling ! 

Red. Oh, you migratet'ul varlet! to threaten 
your poor old master thus. 

Tim. (^«-ee/i7«/w?fA/)orfl.) Your blessing, Sir. 
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Bram. Hey ! what ! why who the devil are 
you'? 

Tim. Your dutiful son, Sir. 
■ Bram. But are you not a member of the Housed 
* Tim. No, Sir ; 1 was uiember of that worthy 
gentleman, old Redtail's house ; but I am now the 
happy husband of your Dora, and hope to become 
a uiember of your house, 

Bram. I am convulsed ! thunderstruck! 

Red. Ha! Timothy seems to have got iuto a 
good thing: by this marriage he will become a 
man of property ; I've a great mind now to stand 
his friend, and disclose all. Yee I will ; it may tuni 
out profitable. 

Bram. Can't I get them divorced ? {to Rer^- 

■l) 

Red No — they are both of age. 

Tim. and Dora. Yes, pa, we're of age — we're of 
age — can't be divorced, . 

Bram. The world will be destroyed next! Why 
how you stand there, girl 'i Why don t you scratch 
his eyes ouf! 

Dora. La, pa! such pretty eyes ! 

Bram, Hasn't he swindled, bamboozled, de- 
ceived you'? 

Dora. No, pa I nor would he you, but at my 
suggestion. 

Bram. Yes, the world is certainly at an end ! / 
smell the sulphur and brimstone now ! What shall 
I do, oldRedtair? can't I punish him for a vagrant 
— an imposter 1 

Red. No; he's neither the one nor the other, but 
as good as yourslf. 

Bram. Eh ! how do you make that out *? 

Red. Why, he's my nephew, the orphan child 
of my poor brother Barnabas. While he was poor 
and destitute I didn't choose to ov liim ; but now 
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that he's your son-ia-law and likely to be rich, I'll 
countenance him, stand his fneiid,give him — 

Bram. What? 

Red. M)y name ; aad when I die, leave him my 
business. 

Bram. Nothiug more "! 

Red. Yes> some property I have in my hands be- 
longmg to his father. 

Tim. Ihad afether then! And Redtail is really 
my iiDcle! Oh, all wilt be well ; he ha.9 no lieir but 
myself, and possesses thousands, (cwirftf. J My dear^, 
uncle! 

Red. Mv dear nephew, ( they embrace') you knowf 
I always lov'd yoij -, thougb I did llmiup you abdut, 
and half-starve you, it was all throiigd affection, 
boy. Come, friend Bramble, you must forgive them 

Bram. If there was any precedent to counte- 
oaQce such conduct in my daughter, 

Dara. there is, pa, your war,d, and niece^ my 
cousin Catherioe. Come iu, my deaj\ Allow me to 
introduce Mr. and Mrs. Rainble. 

Enter Rambus and Catherinb. 

Tim. And Mr. and Mrs. Redtail.— Curae Tom- 
kiosand blow Weathercock, now. {^Aside.^ 

B»anb. And who the devil is !VIr. Ramble ?- 

Tim. Avery worthy friend of mine,, my dear 
Sir. 

JSo'am. Another lawyer's cletk'? 

Tim, Not Sir ; a yoiuig man of independant 
though moderate fortune, who lately figured away 
asmyfiMtman. 

Ram. Yes, Sir ; hut thank heaven I've resign!4 
the curaedi Uvecy bow., 

Tim I bogf y»iuj pardon, my dear fellow, for 
putting yo»uLilt, 

Ram. Xhi'iYtvV^eiiJaQa it I glory in it,, now X,W 
out of it; f . brought me to niydcai; Catherine. 
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— But now, my dear Sir, your pardon, your bless- 
in-! 

Tim. and Dora. Aye, uiy dear Sir, your pardon, 
your blessing! 

Bram. Well I believe I must forgive you all; 
you're a clever dog, my dear Tim ; and an honest 
one, or you would not have disclosed youi-self to Do- 
ra, as you did in tlie first instance ; and as you turn 
out to l»e the nephew of my friend old Redtail, you 
shall be a member yet. I'll buy you a seat, and you 
shall bring forwara my motion tor a general retbr- 
mation — a motion which I hope will give general 
t satisfaction. 



Timothy Dora. Bramble. Ramble. 

Kir — " Gareon Foloffe" or ' Come chase that gtartiny tear 
away! '" Moore's National Melodies. 

Ram. May jouth ne'er know disguise like me ! 
But Joy's bright bumpers quaff; 
Ne'er rove forlorn lo Coventry, 
But ever Love and Laugh. 

Tim. And may all those whom here we see. 
Smile in poor Tim's behalf, 
Long join ua AHat Coventry 
And with us Love and Laugk. 

Omttei. Yea, long may all whom here we see. 
Smile inpoorTim's behalf, 
Long join ua AUaC Coventry, 
And with na Love and Lavgh. 

Bram. Sure better news I ne^er heard 
That Ibis I nowreceire 
That you look kindly on our word 
And all our vows believe. 

Dora. Theday's return, long may we see 
And boundles pleasure quaff. 
When first Tim came to Coventry 
And made me Lotiennd Laugh. 



62 ALL AT COVENTRY. 

Omnes* Oh long may all whom here we see. 
Smile in poor Tim's behalf 
Long join us All at Coventry, 
And with us Love and Lwugh. 
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